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To THOMAS HARRIS, Eſq; 
DEAR an 


ALLOW me to dedicate to 
your Name, a little Drama, which under 
your friendly Patronage, derived its Po- 
pularity from the decorative Aid, and 
animating Powers of the Theatre,—Ab- 
tracted from this Conſideration, if ſuch an 
offering could confer a Compliment, a 
Retroſpect to Favours, which will al- 
ways awaken my livelieſt Senſibility, 
would dictate your Claim to that Mark 
of Reſpect. 

I have the honour to be, 

Dear Sir, 
With fincere attachment, 


Your very obedient, 
And moſt humble ſervant, 


W. PEARCE. 


April 18, 1793. 


ADVERTISEMENT.. 


* 


THE Author of Hartford Bridge, vill long recolle# 
evith Pride the generous Reception it experienced from the 
Public.=To the able Support of the Theatre, he owes every 
Acknowledgement : Nothing could have been more effective, 
than the comic Exertions of Mr. Quick, or the Delineation 
given by Mr. Mun DEN to the excentric Traveller, if by 
a perſonal Mention of other Performers, he could 4% the 
Teftimony of general Approbation, he awould not omit ſuch 
Tribute. 


He begs to offer his fincere thanks to M. Snigtpys 
abe Compoſition of the Song on the * Heaving of the 


Lead” vill be admired when the Writer's Praiſes of his 
Talents are forgotten. The Ballad in Queſtion was written © 


on Ship-beard a few Years fince, and given to Mr. Su1sLD 
previous to his late Viſit to Italy; and if the Author has 
violated Exactneſs, in aſſigning a Sea-Song to a Military 


Character, thoſe who have beard the aſtoniſhing Poxwers of 


Mr, IncLepon, in delivering it, will readily pardon the 
Error, 


For fome of the Scenery the Writer muſt avow his Obli- 
gations, to the friendly Aſfiftance of Mr. Wicsr EAD; who 


very politely viſited the Place of Aion, and collected every 


Locality, that could embelliſh the Subject. 
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DRAMATIST' PERSON A. 


— — $8 


Six Gk oRY ForESTER, 2 Mr. Quick. 
Pzxzoring ForesTER, - - Mr. Munden. 
Carr. FizLpain, - . Mr. Incledon. 
CayT. Fokks TR. Mr. Macready, 
CarTRIDGE, - =» » - » Mr. Fawcett. 
PzTEzR, - - - » Mr. Blanchard. 


WAITER, »s e - Mr. Farley. | 


Clara, = + » - » = Mrs, Clendinning, 
Susan, - - - . Harlowe. 
Bax-Maid, - - = Mrs. Croſs. 


WAITERS, ATTENDANTS, PASSENGERS, 
Sor dias, Sc. Sc. 


/ 
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407 1. 


Scenz I. The Yard of the White Lion Tun, at 
| Hartford Bridge. 


BARMAID, Walr ERS, c. 


Straggling Soldiers and 7 ravellers paſſing and 
repaſſing—Knapſacks lying about, and Arms 
piled. 

BARMAID, 


NoBoDY to anſwer the bells—Luke! 
Harry ! where are you ?—wait on the poſt cha- 


| rior. by 


Waiter, They want freſh horſes to the Heath, 
Barmaid. See who has been fer down by the 
Exeter Dilly.—Law—who'd be a Barmaid ! 
Waiter. A methodiſt preacher, and a poet. 
| Barmaijd, Then pray have an eye to the ſilver 


ſpoons 
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| here, Dick, carry this cup of cool 
tankard to the wav d at high words in No. 2.— 
More company 

Waiter. A chaiſe and four on to Baſingſtoke. 

Barmaid. Somebody running away from his 
wife or creditors Get a freſh chaiſe ready 
Waiter. John, Hoſtler! Coming, coming ! 
Barmaid. Mercy what a craſh |! k what it 
is. — 

Waiter. Saliſbury coach, in driving n 
v 

Barmaid. Overturn'd, I ſuppoſe.— 


Enter PASSENGERS limping. — 


1 Paſſ. A curſed rogue—he wou'd try to 
beat the mail coach. 

24 Paſſ. Yes, he has been at his fantarum, 
ſor the laſt fifteen miles. 

Barmaid. Lawyers, I ſee, returning from the 
| allizes—f aſide ). 
4 Paſſ. I wonder how the poor devils on the 
roof eſcaped ! 

= Paſſ. I have two of my clients among 


25 Paſſ. And I a witneſs—a never-failing 
hand in caſes of nice evidence. ; 
| Barmaid. Shew a room. 

3d Paſſ. Yes, we ſhall remain here to-night, 
juſt to take a peep ar the camp. 

Barmaid. We have no beds for the outfide 
people. ; 

Hoſtler. No, we ha'n't—Can't litter down, 
for the gentlefolks, —— a dozen more beds in 
the ſtables; and they will be wanted, towards 


morning - as the horſes come off their jobs. 
( 17 74 With 


* 
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1f Paß. With all our hearts—the outſide 
travellers, may be outſide lodgers, for what we 


care. 
3d Paſſ. Yes they may—they have 
the open air hitherto, and the nights are not very 
long. 
. Waiter. This way, gentlemen. 
| [ Exit P aſſenger So 


Enter TRAVELLER, 


Traveller. Bring my portmanteau this way— 
L ſtopping here to- night. Have you a 
? N 


N Waiter, I believe we have one, fir—ſuch as 
it is. 
Traveller. Well, well—one will do :—I do 
not uſually ſleep in #wo beds at a time. [ Exit. 
Barmaid. Another chaiſe drives up :—people 
to the camp, I ſuppoſe. | 


Enter FrELDAIR and CARTRIDGE. 


Fieldair. The carriage, I perceive, of Sir 
Gregory Foreſter—I muſt not be ſeen Re- 
member your inſtructions. | 

Cartridge. Yonder is Sir Gregory, I gueſs, in 
the white wig. | 

Fieldair. Yes; and the lady he is handing 
out is Miſs Clara :—be ſure and watch occaſion 
to deliver my letter :—it will explain to her, 
that profeſſional duty obliges me to be abſent. 

FIELDAIR Withdraws. 

Cartridge. Step aſide, fir here they come. 

Barmaid. O, this is the party who, a week 
ſince, engaged the pavillion that overlooks the. 


Heath—Shew them in. 92 
B 2 Euter 
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© Enter Sik GREGORY, Crana, and Peter: 


Sir Gregory. Well, here we are at laſt A 
tent to command a view of the Heath, has been 
pitched I hope, as I deſired ? 
Barmaid. The tent, fir, is ready—it is placed 

in the encloſed plantation juſt acroſs the bridge; 
and is quite retired. 

Clara. That will be pleaſant. 

Sir Gregory. Peter, ee to the trunks. 

Peter. Ecod, Peter do every thing —1 
thought I ſhould have a fine time on't! 

Cartridge. Mr. Peter, let me aſſiſt. 

Peter. Hey - ſo thee ſhalc—1I have enow. to 
do, when at home. 

Exit CAR TRIPOR with boxes. 

Clara. Suſan, take care of the hat boxes. 


Enter Susan. 


Suſan. Law, ma'am, I can ſcarcely take care 
of myſelf—the officer-gentlemen are ſo comigal, 
I cou'd hardly get paſt them. 

Clara. That's odd indeed bey are won- 
d' rous rude | 

Sir Gregory. Is it to be wondered at Did 
ſhe not begin with them firſt ? 

Suſan. Dear me, I only ſtop'd to hear the 
little fifer play © Poor Jack,” while they were 
taking the things out of the chay. | 

Peter. Ecod, what's the fifer to the drummer 
in the kitchen !—what a marvelous genus he 
muſt be !—how he twirlis the ſticks about! 

Sir Gregory. I wiſh, raſcal, I had one, this 
moment, to beat a tattoo vpon your ſconce ! 
Go, fee that the horſes are taken care of—and 

let 
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let us have ſome tea in the beſt room—Come, 
Clara. 
[ Exeunt Six Grxtcoky and CLARA. 
Suſan. I declare I like the place of all things 
—T[ have been ſo leer'd ar!—though l'm not in 
the leaſt + — at it; for I look uncommon- 
ly well to-day !— 
[Exit following CLARA. 
Peter. I thought I was to have a little reſt 
while travelling; but inſtead of that, I find I 
am to be ſtill movin ng about —Ah1—1 wiſh I 
was as well off as theſe ſoldier boys I met one 
of them juſt now, with a couple of girls to his 
own ſhare.—O they lead rare lives, —But mer- 
cy | (drums and fifes at a diſtance )—what clat- 
ter is this? — which way ſhall I run? — 


Enter CARTRIDGE, 


(Stepping PETER, who attempts to depart.) 
AIR I. Dur, Crxorvs, &. 


Car. Hark ! hark! the drum ! 
Peter. Sure enough they come 

I'll away—T'll away! 
Car. Prithee ſtay—prithee ſtay ! 
Peter. I muſt go!--Car. No, no, no! 


Enter à Party of SoLDIERS, with Won x. 


SOLDIERS and WOMEN, 


In rain and in ſunſhine, and each change of weather, 

By beauty up-chear'd we keep firmly together : 

And fince, in our march, we to-day have beat Sorrow, 
Let's hope he won't find where our tents are to-morrow. 


Car. 
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Car, But give young Peter welcome, pray, 


You will not on a ſummer's day, 
: Find out a lad who's braver; 
Farewell - we ſoon ſhall meet again! 
. r 
Car. ile ſeems a curious ſhaver! | 
[ Exit Charities, | 


Peter. How ſweet are their volces the drum and the fife ! 
For muſic ſo rare I could venture my life 
Foldiers, Sometimes upon a coaſt unknown ! 
+ » _ -» By fate of war we're ſudden thrown ! 
Women, Still with you o'er the ſeas we go; 
I "The clime, the dreary country bear; 
And only deem that hardſhip woe, 
In which we're not allow'd to ſhare ! 
All. In rain and in ſunſhine, and each change of weather, 
By beauty up-chear'd we keep firmly together: 
And fince, in our march, we to-day have beat Sorrow, 
Let's bes he won't find were our tents are to-morrow. 
| [ Exeunt, 


—C— ——————————— 


SCENE. II. 


An Apartment at the Inn. 


StR GREGORY, CLARA, and CARTRIDGE. 
Sir: Gregory. An odd fort of garb your's, for 


a waiter ! 
Cartridge. Yes, fir, merely in compliment to 


the camp—deviiſh obſerving ( afrde Tou 


ow, 
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know, fir, at a Free Maſon's Lodge, the waiter 
mult always be a fort of Brother 

Sir Gregory. True; and fo you have lived a 
t while at the Inn? 
Cartridge. A great white; fir ; I may be con- 
fidered, your honour, as a fixture here. 

Clara. Have the officers given any balls yet? 

Sir Gregory, Poh! rot the balls. Let me 
queſtion the man about ſupper before we walk 
towards the Heath ? 


Enter W ALTER, 


Waiter. The bill of fare, ſir. f 
Cartridge. Give it to mel Il bring the or- 
ders to the bar; — and harkye, Sir Gregory, my 
maſter, is very particular that nobody ſhould 
wait upon him but me—ſo don't be officioully 
preſſing forward on all occaſions. 
[ Afide—and puſhing bim cut. 
Waiter, O very well -I underſtand— - 
[ Exit WarTtER. 
' Cartridge. Then pray decamp l beg pardon, 
Sir Gregory, but I was deſiring my fellow-ſer- 
vant to keep himſelf ſober an hour beyond his 
uſual time. 
Clara. I can't take any ſupper. 


Sir Gregory. Let me ſee—( looking over the 
bill.) 

Cartridge. Do, madam, juſt glance J our eye. 
over, (giving her the — ) you may ſee ſome- 
_ you have a fancy for. 

Clara. Good heavens !— 

Sir Gregory. I have no great appetite—your's 
is a bad country for trout—the ſmelts in ſavoury 
| Jelly will do—a grilled pullet with muſhrooms 
is 
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is no bad thing—I'do not ſee the leaſt objection 


to the veniſon. a- la- braiſe the macaroni may 
ſcome in with the pigeons and peas; and as for 
the reſt, as I ſaid before, 1 have no great ape- 
ite; fo 1'l go take a peep at the larder. 
Cartridge. This way, ſir—the larder is the 
part of the premiſes with which 1 am anxious 
to be better acquainted—{ Aide.) 
[Exeunt Six GREOORY and CARTRIDGE. 
| Clara. So Fieldair's regiment is engamp'd 
here !—That is 3 All the attentions 
promiſed from the gallantries of the camp, loſe 
their value in the recollection of his merits. 


AIR 1. 


EE” 
Amidſt the illuſions that o'er the mind flutter, 
I Will not forget my true object of love; 
At parting the fondeſt concern did he utter, 
rr yet ſhall this heart never rove ! 
IE ERAS! 


II. 


He bade me farewell !—and my fancy repeated 
His tender expreſſions far many a day; 

And I think, were I now unperceiv'd near him ſeated, 
That homage to love from his lips ſtill wou'd ſtray. 


Enter Susan, (impatiently.) 


-. Saſan. Your bed-chamber, ma'am, is very 
pleafant indeed—you may ſee from it all the 


officer-gentlemen ſtrut about and they tell wh 
when 
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when we walk out in the cool of the ev 
we ſhall hear the band play “ the ouch 54 


_ whiſtling,” and the * Little Baron on my 


Knee.” Oh and a duel was fought this morn« 
ing “ Damme, fir !”'—ſays one of the gen- 
tlemen—No—no—the other began firſt dir, 
(fays he,) I muſt infiſt— 

Clara, How the creature's tongue on 

Suſan. Law, ma'am, I've a great deal to tell 
you, and if I dont talk faſt, I ſhall never get 
through“ I muſt infiſt—” ſays he- 

Clara, Peace for the preſent—this letter is 
from Captain Fieldair 

Suſan. Dear me—thar's comforting I thought 
you ſeemed in a fuſter. 

Clara. He informs me, after waiting in ſuſ- 
— till our chaiſe came in view, he was ob- 

ed to repair to quarters for orders relative 

to * movement of the troops to-morrow. 

Suſan. It's charming, n that he has 
found us out— eee 

Clara. He expreſſes ſtrong alarms that m 
father will perſiſt in his ig of marrying — 
to a diſtant relative, who, in conſequence ot 


— our family name, ll poſſeſs a principal 


its 
— that's very hard! 


& ara. You muſt know, during my ſummer 
excurſion, two years ſince, to my couſin's in 
Ireland, I had the misfortune to be too capti- 
vating to this more remote branch of kindred. 

Suſan. Ah, ma'am, its WE: in your power 
nor mine to help being 

n But that my _ e ſhould be ruled _—_— 
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the r of half a dozen letters WA 


e, Ves, 1 have always been told that 
your father is monſtrous proud of his name ! 


Enter Six GRRCOR. 


K Gregory. Proud of his name! '—aye, and 
with reaſon Was there not, even in the pre- 
{cnt reign, a Foreſter among the Welch judges ? 

- Suſan. Law hat ſignifies ſuch ſurly mor- 
tals—in large wi 

Sir Gregory. — ! what's here to do? 
Leave my preſence inſtantly, Mrs. Pert. ' 

: Suſan. Well I'm going 1 Suſan. 

Sir Gregory, Has not a branch of the family 
attended the levees whenever a mitre became va- 
cant, for the laſt ſeven years ?—and is he nor, 
perhaps, the very next of the cloth that will be 
choſen to wear lawn ? 


Clars. In all probability he will, fir. 

Sir Gregory. Have we not a Foreſter among 
the yellow Admirals, who was a midſhipmen at 
the: taking of  Porto-Bello ; and has been * 
annuated near fiſteen years ? 

j: Clara. Very true, ſir. | 

Sir Gregory. And did not my own poor boy 
die in the cauſe of his country, upwards of 
eight years ago, in the Eaſt-Indies? 

Clara. To our ſorrow he did ! [ Emphatically. 
ir Gregory. Aye, aye, the name has made 
ſome uproar in the world—even 1 myſelf ſhall 
he talked of a little when I am gone—(penfive- 
ly )—1 was one of the firſt who — — off beef- 
ſtakes and onions on the River Thames, in the 

year of the hard i fol. | [ Importantly, 


Clare, 


AN OPERATIC FARCE. n 


Clara. Sir! | 

Sir Gr Fes, the name muſt not be ex- 
tinguiſhed in a moment and your anceſtry 
look to you for its progreſſion to diſtant ages. 

Clara. I don't underſtand— | 
Sir Gregory. As I told you before, the eſtate 
which was ſettled on your late brother, devolved 
at his 'death, in compliance with your grand- 
father's will, on a male of a remote branch, 
merely on account of his being a Foreſter. 

Clara. I have heard as much, fir. 

Sir Gregory. Now, as the very poſſeſſor of 
that eſtate comes forward to court your hand, 
your reception of his paſſion is all that is neceſ- 
ſary to reſtore ſo much wealth to its original 
channel. —He is a moſt extraordinary young 
man and as à traveller, comes very near to 
the famous Tom Coriatte, 

Clara. Conſider, ir, I have ſeen the gentle- 
man but twice, n 

Sir Gregory. What of that ?—I have not ſeen 
him at all; and yet 7 find no difficulty in ap- 
proving him. | 4; 

Clara. I cou'd offer reaſons | 

Sir Gregory. Go on—['ll hear them all—and 
yet where the judge has determined how to ſum 
up, what avails the prattle of counſel ? 

Clara. This is cruelly precipitate, and damps 
all the pleaſures predicted of the journey. 

Sir Gregory. Our jaunt to the camp, if you 
muſt know, was principally to meet Mr, Pere- 
grine Foreſter, in order to your being introduced 
to his rich uncle, who reſides in the neighbour- 
hood, and has expreſſed a wiſh to ſee you. 


Clara. Is it poſſible ! | 
oy Sir 
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Sir Gregory. Yes, the interview muſt be early 
to-morrow :—there's no time to loſe—for the old 


gentleman is not very well; and what makes it 


rather ri&ful, he's attended by two phyſicians, 

Clara. Protect me heaven vs 

Str Gregory. Two phyſicians did I fay ?— 
Gad's me, I believe there are three ſo | think 
he has notice td quit !—Come along, my dear, 

| | Exeunt., 


* * * 
— — P — 


SCENE III. 


A Room at the Inn. 


CARTRIDGE alone. 


Cartridge. Whil® I ſtood liſt'ning to the con- 
verſation between Sir Gregory and his daughter, 
T juſt heard enough to diſcover that the enemy, 
without being aware of our approaches, will 
fruſtrate all our operations. My poor maſter 
ſeems in a hopeful way !—Nothing but an art- 
ful counter-vallation can ſave him.—Mifſs Clara 
is to beſtow her hand on one ſhe hates, ſolely 
becauſe he is of the family name, —This is ex- 
actly what my maſter was told, —Hey !—who 
have we here ?— 


Enter WarttR with a Portmanteau, and con- 
dufing in Mr. PEREGRINE Fox Es TER. 


Waiter. This way to Sir Gregory's apart- 
ment— This way, Sir. 
Peregrine. 
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Peregrine. You will tell him Peregrine Fo- 
reſter wiſhes to ſee him. 

Cartridge. The Devil, arrived already ! ( Af. 

Waiter. O, here is Sir Gregory” s ſervant.— 

Peregrine. Sir Gregory's ſervant I What! in 
a military gar b? 

Cartridge. Yes, Sir, a whim of my maſter, 
in conſequence of his having been near forty 

ears ſince a volunteer for about three days 
in the county militia. 

Peregrine. Heroic fidelity !—you will pleaſe 
to inform Sir Gregory— 

Cartridge. He 1s unfortunately abſent, — 

Peregrine. That's extrordinary, for I fines 
this very hour to meet him here. 

Cartridge. An affair rather urgent — but may 
I aſk your name? 

Peregrine. Peregrine Foreſter, —of no ſettled 
habitation ; but whoſe name is familiar to the 
inhabitants of the extreme poles; and has been 
inſcribed upon the towers of cities, where the 
uſe of letters is unknown.” 

Cartridge. Sir Gregory left particular orders 
2 his beſt regard, and intreat you wou'd 

ntly follow him to your uncle's, — You bave 
an uncle near Bagſhot ? 

Peregrine. Yes, you are right. — 

Cartridge. He was ſent for on account of an 
alarming attack your uncle had received. 

Peregrine. It muſt then have been ſudden ? 

Cartridge, It was, Sir— 

Peregrine. He was a little unwell, to be ſure ? 

Cartridge. It was an attack, — quick as 
thought.— 

Peres 
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Penegrine, Sudden, perhaps, as the Fall of 
Niagara 
M aiter. Shall the cattle; Sir, be kept to the 
chaile ? 

Peregrine. No—l deſpiſe a chaiſe : [Exit 
Waiter.) Give me a ledge and a rein deer !— 
Lapland and December! 
| _ Cartridge. Hadn't you better have a horſe = 

ready? ( Impatientiy.) 

Peregrine, J hate a horſe :—I have cuntted | 
on a dromedary, and know the difference. 

Cartridge. Since you wont ride, perhaps you 
wou'd prefer walking ? ( Impatientiy.) 

. Peregrine, 1 would not give in at that work, 


even to the noted Powell !—I am, myſelf, com- 


monly called the Walking Peregrine.— I have 
followed, before now, the Sun through half the 
_ of the zodiac, dancing after him like ene 
the figures of Guido's Aurora ! 
Cartridge. The Sun? AI ſuſpect you fell in 
company with the Moon by the way. ¶Aſide. 

Peregrine. Some may travel to analyze-carths, 
8 diſſect morals—I love the grand, the expen- 

ve. 

Cartridge. But, Sir, your uncle is of a great 
age; and is beſides attended by three phyſi- 
cians.— 

Peregrine. I ſkirt the Jake, or wander over a 
troubled ſea of mountains—mark the lights — 
the breadth of ſhadows: 

Cartridge. The ſhadows of night, dear Sir, 
will be upon us - ſoon. -I dread Sir Gregory 
coming! ( Aſide.) - 

Pe: "as Above all chings = 


Cart. 
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Cart. Above all things—conſider your uncle 
is at his laſt gal g 
Pereg. I'll ſoon be with him: — Lou may 
perceive my very boots denote velocity: Made 
from the ſkin of the red antelope of Senegal. 
Cart. Yes, I ſee. (Looking the other way 
as _— of Sir Gregory. 
Nr waiſtcoat from the blue-goat 
of Gat ia; pellice the black tyger of 
Brazil; — killed bin while at ſupper — devour- 
ing a wild bull. 
Cart. But you had better loſe no time over 
this ſame bull- beef ſupper 
Pereg. Well, I won't, (going) my hat, the 
fur of the — Ry Oo him 
down in a ſnow ſtorm.—— 
Cart. I wiſh you and the bear were, at this 
moment, baiting each other. (a/ide) This is 


the way out, Sir.— 
Pereg. I know it is.—You'll take care of this 


cloak bag, as it contains the unpubliſhed part 
of my travels :—No body would believe them, 
ſo I keep them to myſelf. — There are too a few 
madrigals on the fait favourites of my tour, — 
Cart. I muſt off and prevent Sir Gregory 


ſtealing a —_— u e US afide. * 
8 ON G. 


PzREGRINE. 
EET with 20. 
.. -- THRO” France, thro” all the German regions, 
Pee rang'd rare objects todiſcover ; 
Seen pretty women in ſuch legions, 
1 thought myſelf return'd to Dover ! 
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Briſk muſic made me gay, 

And lively all the way; 
For no tune's dull, that once was merry, 
With ee e eee . 
AD 26% =? mol, 2 
Tbe Spaniſh Belle ve ſerenaded © 

And many a night, with the guitar, 

| Beneath the lattice-grate parade 
Now tinkle, tinkle; then, jar, jar. 
*Twas muſic made me gay—&C, &c. &c. 


an 
5 The Fair of Italy to capture, 5 
A diff xent ſtyle the men invent -O: 
To her the Canzonet gives rapture, 
Nel cor piu non mi ſento. 
Such muſic has its day— 
But is not in my way — 
Yet no tune's dull, that once was merry, 
Wich him who loves the hey down derry, 


IV. 
Round wou'd the girls of Ruſſia chatter— 
And view me o' er with looks of pleaſure; 
Their &ymbals ſounded clizter latter — 
And they tript in ſprightly meaſure. 
Sweet muſic made me gay— 
And joyous all the way, 
For no tune's dull, that once was merry, 
Wich him who loves the hey down derry. 
: [Exit 


; | Re-enter 
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Re-enter CARTRIDGE. 


Cart. So—he's off, —Oh, that's right, the 
portmanteau ! I'll have an eye to it—if it be 
only for the purpoſe of concealing a very neceſ- 
ſary ladder of ropes, which Suſan muſt convey 
to her Jady :—'Twill be leſs ſuſpicious than this 
villainous knapſack ; and as for the manuſcripts, 
they ſhall have a new lodging.— l thought he 
never would have departed. Suſan !—Suſan | 
Where is the jade? - Why Suſan ! - Never yet 
was poor fellow more zealouſly warm in the cauſe 
of his maſter ;—or in greater danger of having 
his ardour cooled in a horſe-pond, — Why, Su- 
ſan, I fay—(Cartridge, during this ſoliloquy, con- 

tinues employed in removing the manuſcripts from 

the portmanteau to the knapſack.) 


Enter SUSAN. : 
Suſan. I'm coming :—I was only trying on 
one of my miſtreſs's new bonnets,—that 1 may 
look a little f:/iþ in our walks to the camp. 
Cart. Ah, Suſan! There's other buſineſs to 
attend: Tou know I have your lady's intereſt 
at heart. a 
Suſan. Poor dear thing! She's weeping in her 
chamber: l pity her much: — I know myſelf 
what love is. 
Cart. I believe it from my ſoul Nobody 
better, in every ſenſe. on 
Suſan. Yes, before | left my father's cottage, 
while I was thoughtleſs and unſuſpecting ny 
heart felt the firſt alarm. 
Sir Greg. ( Peeping) What can all this cla- 
mour be about? 
Cart. But time preſſes, and we muſt be ac- 
tive, Fly, and tell Miſs Clara, that Mr. Pergrine 
i D Foreiter, 


— —— — — — — — — 8 
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Foreſter, the rival of my maſter, has juſt reached 
Hartford Bridge.—lI have, for the preſent, got 
rid of him; but as Sir Gregory will hear from 
the waiters of his arrival, we muſt contrive and 
uſher in my maſter, under the name of this ſame 
Peregrine. | 

Sir Greg. So, fo, ſhe has a lover at the camp 
already A cunning young baggage. (aide. 

_ Suſan. Aye, aye, and by that means you are 
to chouſe, Sir Gregory ?—Well—that will be 
1 5 

Sir Greg. * Chouſe Sir Gregory!“ A pretty 
black leg phraſe, truely — Pray go on — (afide, 
Cart. You fee, what a double game, I'm obliged 
to play: — l paſs upon your maſter for one of the 
waiters of the inn; and the people at the bar 
take me for his favourite ſervant. 

Sir Greg, © Favourite,” —with a vengeance ! 
What a plotting ſcoundrel ! (aſides 

Cart. You mult prepare 

Suſan. O, leave me alone: — We ſhall ma- 
nage to trick Sir Gregory, I warrant :—A ſtu- 
pid old gudgeon | 

Sir Greg.. Very dutifully expreſt, Mrs. Deco- 
rum | (afide. X 1 | 
Cart. I've provided a ladder of ropes un- 
known to my maſter, by which I will perſuade 
him to enter at midnight, to arrange matters 
for Miſs Clara's eſcape. 

Suſan. That will be delightful ! 

Sir Greg. A ladder, hang-dog, will one day 
or other lead to thy deſtiny ] (a/iae. 

Cart. But I muſt haſten to take my Captain's 
orders; and, by te-morrow evening at this hour, 
we ſhall be, in all reſpects, prepared to carry 
you, and your lady, oft. [ Exit, 


Suſan, 
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Fuſan. Carry us both off —Wich all my 
heart; there's nothing in it, that I ſee, to be 
afraid of: I ſhall long for the moment, that's 
certain, ( Going out, meets Sir Gregory, 

Sir Greg. Shall you ſo, Madam Lucretia? 

Suſan. Oh l—Oh !l— | Screams. 
Sir Greg. Stop your bawling, huſſy !—O you 
are a precious agent in the cauſe of virtue! Is this 
your village ſimplicity ? | 

Suſan, Dear Sir, pray forgive me !—Law! how 
ſhould a poor innocent girl, like me, know bet- 
ter ? 

Sir Greg. As for your young miſtreſs, dam- 
me, I know how to puniſh her: Il mortiſy her 
vanity : ſhe ſhall be locked up in her chamber 
and allowed—no looking glaſs! 1 

Suſan, No looking glaſs - Good Sir, that 
will be enough to break any lady's heart ! 

Sir Greg. And you, for your part, ſhall be 
ſent trooping home to your father, by the very 
firſt higler's cart, or waggon, that paſſes near his 
cottage. 

Suſan. What a loſs I ſhall be to my poor 
dear miſtreſs | (penſively. 

Sir Greg. Yes, you will; and therefore I'll 
loſe no time in breaking the ſubje& to her as 
tenderly as poſſible.— Twill be an amazing 
affliction to be ſure Come, come along. 

Suſan, Don't pull one ſo. [ Exeunt, 


D 2 SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
1 The open Country. 
A View of the Tents, Sc. at the Approach of 
Evening. 


Enter FELD AIR and CARTRIDGE. 


Field. You have managed with wonderful 
addreſs, not to be ſuſpected. 

Cart. There, your - I pride myſelf; 
the greatcſt lie will always find ſome believers ; 
but among thoſe, with whom I have been deal- 
ing, there was not a ſingle infidel. 

Field. I have Juſt ſucceeded, to obtain the 
General's leave, for a ſhort abſence, after the 
movements of to-morrow are over ;—and will 
teize it the moment I am able. 

Cart. Any further commands, your honour. 

Field. Not to-night. (Exit. Cart. making a 
military ſalute) My mind is ſuited to ſolitude : 
There 1 is but ox E, in this immenſe round of be- 
ings, with whom I would wiſh to ſhare the pre- 
ſent hour. 


Enter CLaRa. 
Clara. What a fate is mine! Whither ſhall I 
turn for refuge 


Field. (Coming forward) Confide in me my 
ſweeteſt girl. 


Clara. Mercy! my dear Fieldair :—How - 
came you here ? 


Field. I have for ſome time becn loitering at 
| 3 this 
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this ſpot, in the hope of a ſhort interview.—I 
heard from Suſan,— 


Clara. I dread my father's approach ; his 
purpoſe was to walk this way: Meet me here 
to-morrow. 

Field. Can you ſo eaſily diſmiſs me 

Clara Tis perilous to remain now. 


DUET. * 


FiELDAIR. ö 
One, one ſhort moment I embrace, 
To Love, an holy vow to pay 
Yet others, viewing that bright face, 
Like me, may kneel — may dare to pray! 


Bork. 
O, Deity, of this fond breaſt, 
Is thus ſome favor'd rival bleſt ? 
She ſ O, no, reje& each jealous fear, 
Alas, —no rival harbours here! 


CLARA. 
No, —no—tho' at the Ipor's throne, 
A thouſand in devotion bend— 
Acceptable from ons alone, 
The ſacred offering can aſcend ! 


Born. 
But we muſt part—dear girl adieu 
Oh ! that ſweet glance again renew. 
She 2 tear too Rarts !—The ſigh will ſwell! 


Once more my love —once more farewel ! 


[Exit on oppoſite ſides of the Stage. 
LEAD: KOT 1... 
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ScENE. A Room at the Inn. 
Sis GrEGORY, and WaiTtR, 


Sir Greg. And ſo this ſame fellow is not a 
waiter here? | | 

Waiter, Never ſaw him, your Honour, till 
yeſterday morning, when he pretended he was 
to *bide here till the arrival of a family :—and 
on your coming laſt night, he ſaid, he belonged 
to you; and that he wore regimentals to pleaſe 
you, becauſe you had once been at a review of 
the militia, and had heard a three-pounder fired 
off. 

Sir Greg. O the confounded knave! - 

Waiter. He ſaid, too, that he was a fort of 
ſteward to you, and had the management of your 
property. 

Sir Greg. Sure enough, the ſcoundre! did 
make a bold puſh :—He defired my daughter, 
in particular, if ſhe had any valuables, to deliver 
them to his charge. 

Waiter. Aye, and if your Honour had called 
for your bill, very likely, he wou'd have put into 
his own pocket, the crown or half-guinea you 
might intend for me! | 

Sir Greg. Ves, — but, you muſt know, I hay 
never given that ſubject the leaſt conſideration. 

- Waiter. Such a fellow ought to be hanged 
without being of benefit to the clergy ! 


* 


Sir 
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Sir Greg. I over heard him tell our Suſan, that 
he ſhou'd paſs an impoſter upon me, inſtead of a 
Friend, whoſe arrival I look for :—So he has an 
accomplice lurking ſomewhere, 

Waiter. Hum !—there was, your Honour, an 
odd-ſort of-body with him laſt night, who called 
himſelf Peregrine Foreſter, they ſeem'd ſtran- 
gers, to each other, to be ſure. 

Sir Greg. Was there An all probability that 
was my expected friend: but, it will not be 
amiſs, to be on one's guard. 

Waiter. Upon recolleCtion the very ſame per- 
ſon came again this morning; - and was very 
lately in confab, your Honour, with Mrs. Suſan. 

Sir Greg. Here laſt night and again this morn- 
ing, and not yet pay his reſpects to me !—ſome 
damn'd plot I tuſpett ! 

Waiter. He may, for what I know, be here ſtill. 

Sir Greg, All theſe circumſtances militate 
againſt the poſſibility of his being the gentleman, 
1 look for :—who, I am ſure, wou'd have been 
patient to ſee me. 

Waiter. But Sir, I ſuppoſe you know the 
perſon of your friend ? 

Sir Greg. No] don't;—for altho” I have long 
had a predilection for him, whenever we meer, 
he will be to me an old friend with a new face, — 
You may run, however, and learn if the perſon 
you ſpeak of be here ſtill. 

Waiter. I'll be as briſk, your Honour, as 
bottled ſpruce in warm weather. [¶ Exit Waiter. 

Sir Greg. Aye, aye, — tis pretty plain Miſs 
Clara, has been playing the coquer, with ſome of 
the young gallants of the camp—ſhe that uſed to 
be ſo coy and timid But the whole ſex are alike. 


SONG, 
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I. 
Girls ſhy appear, ? 
When men firſt leer; 
And fteal aſide, 
As if, to=—hbide /— 
( But bolder grown,— 
As things get known, 
They giggle—ſimper— 
Niggle and whimper ; 
And try to lure wherever they go, 
The ſquire, the jocky, the rake, the beau; 
'The young and the old-ones, 
The timid and bold- ones; 
Vea with the grave parſon 
They carry the farce-on, 
And all are ſnared in a row ! 


: II. 
Of balls the pride, 
Thus Miſs I've eyed, 
The Minver pace 
Wich 6/u/bing face. 
But, ere the night 
a Had taken flight, 
I've ſeen her ramping, 
Tearing—tramping— 
Along the room in a CounTrxy-Daxce; 
Now figuring in with bold advance ; 
Here ſetting and leering; 
There croſling and fleering ; 
And when that's completed, 
Before ſhe'll be ſeated, 
; A mad Scorcn REEL ſhe muſt prance ! 


[ Exit, 
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SCENE II. 


| Another Apartment at the Inn. 


PEREGRINE and SUSAN. 


Pereg. I tell you as J faid before tis all a 
fudge.—I had the mortification to find my poor 
dear uncle as well as when I left him. 

Suſan, It was a queer fort of frolic, ſure 
enough, to ſend you ſo far! 

Pereg. Rot the diſtance, that was no great 
matter to me, who have explored countries that 
have neither latitude nor longitude, 

Suſan. O you have ? —Then it was meant as a 
trick upon a traveller ſuppofe ? 

Pereg. I fancy it was—and I feel a little piqued 
at Sir Gregory's joke. 

Suſan. O ho !—It was his doing then? 
Pereg. O yes, the ſervant told me as much 
when I firſt enquired for him; and the fellow 
wou'd not have dared to take ſuch a liberty, had 

he not been warranted. 

Suſan, This will do rarely. (afide.) 

Pereg. I, that have ſtript my wardrobe from 
the a. 4 of the lynx and leopard ! 

Suſan. Monſtrous provoking indeed! 

Pereg. To be thus treated, after having 
traced the Ganges and the Whamboo to their 
ſource ; wander'd to the ſummit of the marble 
mountains and the mountains of the moon ;—and 
toaſted muffins at a volcano ! 

Suſan, Wonderful to be ſure } 

E Pereg, 


bd 
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| Whene'er the lively Pacx-Hoxse Bells went jingling ! 
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Pereg. I to be triffled with who have before 
now devoured a young barbecued rhinoceros, for 
my breakfaſt ; and had an old tough one, ſerved 
up by way of a grill in the evening. 

Suſan. Have you indeed, Sir ?— a hem ! 

Pereg. Yes—1n my very diſtant travels. 

Suſan, Aye, no doubt you muſt have travell'd 
a great way to have got ſuch an appetite.— Ah I 
have a ſweetheart, who has been on many Far- 
journies, in his time. 

Pereg. Have you ?—Did he ever viſit the 
Siberian Waſte—or traverſe the Shores of the 
Boſphorus ?—range the Carpathian Mountains, 
or navigate a canoe, on Lake Ontario ? 

Suſan, I can't ſay but I know he has tra- 
velled moſt parts of the north of England. 

Pereg. England !—Poh—I could wiſh to have 
converied with him in Arabic— about the Hiero- 
gliphics of Egypt. 

Suſan. I'll tell you how I firſt met with him: 
It was before I left my father's cottage. 


BALLAD. 
One night while round the fire we fat, 
And talk'd of ghoſts, and ſuch like chat, 
A ſtranger who had loſt his road 
Till day ſhonld break—implor'd abode : 
Pack-Horsts—'twas his lot to guide along 
Whoſe bells the tray'ller cheer with ding, ding, dong 


II. 
Againſt diſtreſs—tho* we were poor 
My father never ſhut his door. — 
J know not how—but from that day 
Tho“ form'd by nature briſk and gay— 
I felt within my beating breaſt a tingling— 


III. 
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II. 
When firſt the firanger reach'd our nook, 
It ſeems, the turning he miſtook ; 
Now, twice a week, he comes that way, 
But never tells us—he's aſtray ; 
And, in his ſong, my name I hear him mingling, 
Each time his paſſing Pacx-Hoxss Bells go jingling ! 


—— 


Enter Sir GREGORY. 


Sir Greg. Come Mrs. Confederate, trot off to 
the tune of theſe ſame Pack-Horſe Bells. 

Suſan. Ecod, and glad to get off! | Exit Suſan. 

Sir Greg. Perhaps | am a little more in the 
ſecret, than you are aware. 

Pereg. Then Sir Gregory, I muſt tell you, I 
think I have been treated with too little cere- 
mony. 

Sir Greg. O you do? Ceremony is quite out 
of the queſtion : I'll not blink the buſineſs a 
tittle :—you muſt know you are detected. 

Pereg. Detected? 

Sir Greg. Yes ;—found out to be an impoſter. 

Pereg. Mighty well, fir !—But this barbarity 
of manners is not quite a novelty : —I was uſed, 
full as illiberally, when I firſt appeared in print. 

Sir Greg. What the devil can he mean by ap- 
pearing in print ?—Advertiſed perhaps for plun- 
dering a church; - or ſome {ſuch virtuous ex- 
ploit 
Pereg. Yes, it was ſaid that every thing I had, 
was ſtolen, from Baron Munchauſen. 

Sir Greg. Damme, | believe you'd ſteal from 
any-body !—Now I think on't, I recollect the 
account of the robbery very clearly ; the plate 
was melted down by a Jew in Duke's Place. 

E 2 Pereg. 
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Pereg. Gulphs, deſerts, cataracts and moun- 
tains ! Are we among the wild boars and buffalos 
on the ſides of the ſteep Taranta?—Aml treading 
on the backs of the crocodiles of Dandara ;—<ele- 
vated on the flying mountain of the Ruſſians, or 
the flying bridge of the Chineſe ?—Are we as» 
mong— 

Sir Greg. Stop, ſtop; this is exactly, word for 
word, with ſomething, that was very lite it; which 
I remember to have heard, when a boy, from the 
Merry-Andrew of a Mountebank, 


Enter WarTER leading in CARTRIDGE, 


Waiter, Here is the other — 

Cart. Hey !—what the devil has befallen the 
traveller! (afide.) i 
Maiterl Caught him, fir, with a mug of ale 
at his lip, —juſt going to mend his draught, 

Sir. Greg. Come now, as the truth muſt out, 
which, of you two damn'd rogues, will turn 
king's evidence ?—your name is—— [Z Cart. 

Cart, If you mean me ;—1 ſhall remain 
ſilent as a ſpiked cannon ! 

Sir Greg. Your's ? [ Turning to Pereg. 

Pereg, Inſolent demand o at the top of the 
Taurus mountains :—or to the pendent Tomb of 
Mabomet.—Enquire in the froſty Vallies of 
Carelia; or among the pearl fiſhers at Boſlora ; 
proceed to the Lybian Deſert —— 

Sir Greg, All this vapour won't do: damn it, 
you gabble like a juggler over his cups and balls, 
to prevent the /rick being found out. 

Cart. If I fee my way clearly, this may turn to 
account. (afide.) - + | 

Waiter. I heard him, your Honour, deſire this 

accome» 
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accomplice, to ſay his name was Peregrine 
Foreſter. 

Sir Greg. Did he ?—then the caſe is evident. 

Cart. It I muſt ſpeak out, ſure enough he did 
make that requeſt, and I agreed to it, 

Pereg. I admit I did 

Sir Greg. That is all we want to know. 

Waiter, Moreover he ſaid in n hearing that 
he had no ſettled habitation. 

Pereg. I don't deny it —— 

Sir Greg. I thought as much: ! was of opi- 
nion, from the firſt, that he came under the va- 
grant act. 

Pereg. Curſe your vagrant act !— This to me, 
who have rode a hunting, on an elephant, in 
company with the Great Mogul? Send for the 
divine Clara :—have recourſe to my manuſcript 
travels in that portmanteau: they will reſtify 
who J am. 

Cart. O the portmanteau !—Yes, that ſhall 
anſwer muſter- call immediately. [ Cartridge 
goes out, and returns with the portmanteau. 

Sir Greg. Well, for curioſity I will juſt do as 

ou defiree—Tell Clara I wiſh to ſee her and 
yet I know all this is a contrivance.— Manuſcripts 
you ſay ?— 

Han: Hold off—prophane them not—(ran- 

acting the portmanteau. 9 

Cart. Fire and fury !—Here's a mine will 
blow him to the devil. (aſide.) 

Sir Greg. Hey! what's here be very 
identical bit of machinery I heard ſo much confe- 
deration about. The manuſcript is extremely 
legible indeed ! 

Pereg. Whirlwinds! and tornados ! — all 


my marvelous travels on foot, walked off 
gone 
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gone !—Every page — This is evidently the 
ſtratagem of artful agency, to delude you, and 
injure me.— If you have doubts — | 

Sir Greg. O no, — tis a clear caſe ;—1I have 
not a ſingle doubt I affure you. | 


Enter CLARA. 


Pereg. O here is Miſs Clara.—Pray madam 

declare who I am. | 
Clara. Mr, Peregrine Foreſter, if I miſtake 
not. 

Pereg. There, fir —— 

Sir Greg. Now all this is vaſtly ingenuous !— 
Don't I know, that all the performers in the drama 
are perfect in their parts: am I not ſatisfied that 
every thing was accurately ſettled at the laſt re- 
hearſal, in order to impoſe upon me? 

Clara. Dear fir, why this cenſure ? 


Enter WATER. 


Sir Greg. Well, what have you to ſay? (Turn- 
ing to the Waiter.) | 
Waiter. In the courſe of the morning, Sir 
Gregory, two gentlemen repeatedly cailed, who 
feem'd anxious to ſee you and Miſs Clara, 
ir Greg. Indeed who were they? 
* Waiter. I have heard at the bar, that one of 
them was. named Foreſter, 

Clara. This ſurely is a device of Fieldair ! 
e 

Sir Greg. Not another impoſter I hope ! 

Waiter. Why, J had my ſuſpicions, your 
Honour, but on enquiring of my fellow ſervants, 
I find he was known to ſome of our officers ; and 
is gone with one of them to his marque. 


Cart, 
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Cart. my maſter is not idle I ſee. (afede.) 

Sir. Greg. Now Mr. Perkin Warbeck, what 
have you to /ay ? - | 

Pereg. That you are an egregious dupe, to 
your own drivelling conceptions, and the ſhallow 
artifice of others. 

Sir Greg. Mere counterfeit coin, ſtill; that 
aſſumes at firſt the modeſt hue of filver ; but 
upon f rubbed a little becomes brazen ! 

Pereg. I wiſh I was in Kamſchatka, or among 
the Hottentots again ;—damn me if I don't! 

Sir Greg. But what ſaid my friend :—will he 
be here again ? [To the Waiter. 

Waiter. I gueſs he will ; as a meſſenger from 
the marquee, is now here to enquire when you 
can be ſeen. 

Sir Greg. Od-ſo, we'll diſpenſe with ceremony 
and pay them the firſt viſit: Their courier ſhall 
be our guide:—detain him waiter. (Exit 
Waiter) Clara, you muſt not be left behind: 
my dear you little are aware the miſchiefs theſe 
fellows are hired to accompliſh, | 

Pereg. O ye Knights of Malta—and Deys of 
Algiers ! | 

Clara. There is ſome myſtery in all this, 
which I cannot penetrate! (afide) ; 

Pereg. You have ſomething more to ſay to 
me, I hope. * 

Sir Greg. No I've not: you may ſet off again 
upon your travels, as ſoon as you pleaſe. 

Cart. Ves, you may march. 

Sir Greg. And you too Mr. Raſcal, I deſire. 

[To CARTRIDGE, 

Pereg. Zounds !—What wou'd Ben Achmet 
ef Morocco, or the Scheriff of Arabia, ſay, _ 

they 
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they to behold me thus ouſted ?—but my manu- 
ſcripts are gone and I'll begin my travels 
again ? 

Sir Greg. Aye do troop before an embargo 
is laid upon you .by a ſheriff's officer—or ſome 
ſturdy conſtable. 

Pereg. That for your menace {ſnapping bis 
Angers) —Can the ſilver car reach me on the 
White Sea ;—or in the Caſpian Gulph ?—will 
the teſtatum ſpecial capias, arreſt my courle thro' 
the Black Foreſt ; — or on the Apalachian Moun- 
rains? I'm off i on the wings of the black eagle 
of the Eaſt! I'm mounted already — 
whir! LEExit. 

Sir Greg. Clara, my dear, prepare immedi- 
ately to accompany me to the camp :—1 will 
Juſt ſee the premiſes cleared of theſe myrmidons. 

[Exit Sir Gregory. 

Clara. WellFieldair, tho' a barrier ſeems to in- 
terpoſe, between our attachment and happineſs, it 
is in my power at leaſt to give a proof of unſhaken 


fidelity. 


S O N G. 


Tho' by the tempeſt the bark, rudely driven, 
On the rock ſtrikes, and aſunder is riven ; 
Still the Macxer, ingulph'd in the main, 
Its virtues unalter'd retain : 
So, the paſſion here poſſeſt, 
Ne'er can periſh ! 
But its greetings, 
And fond beatings 
Will I cheriſh, | 
*Midiſt the forms that rend this breaſt ! _ . 
[Exit Clara. 


SCENE 
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Sc IIE. 


The. open country, with à view of the Bridge. 


PETER, as 4 Recruit.” 
| (CarrrIDGE entering unobſerved. » 


Peter. Ecod, I'm a gentleman now, as well 
as the beſt of them. 

Cart. Peter, my hero !—(Clapping him on the . 
ſhoulder) "oY 
Peter. My worthy comrade;—for that's the 
name our ſerjeant calls me by, l' m obliged to 
thee for ſpeaking, in my favour, to ſo noble a gen- 

tleman. 

Cart. What, you like him? 

Peter. I believe I do: — he treats me juſt as 
tho't I was as good as he; —for all I took the ad- 
vantage of him laſt night. 

Cart. As how, honeſt Peter? 

Peter. Why, you muſt know it was duſk, when 
1 lifted; and he didn't ſee that I cou'dn't turn 
out my toes. ( ſignificantly) 

Cart, O ho! 

Peter. No,—he'd a ſent me about my buſineſs 
if he had. 

Cart. Ah! that was being a little too keen 
upon him. 

Peter. So he ſaid: but I told him a bargain 
was a bargain, and that I defied him to anl;# me 
at laſt he ſaid, as he had a 1 for me, 
he'd not ſtand upon trifles. 

Cart. Give me your hand, boy !—you have 
managed hike a general. 

F P elif, 
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Peter. O yes, I'm a deep-one, I aſſure thee :— 
but I hear Maſter Cartridge, thee be'eſt a bit of a 
ſoldier :—now tell me, when real fighting is go- 
ing forward, do you all ſtand to it ſo much in 
earneſt, as here, at Bagſhot, when you fight in 
Jeſt ? | 
- Cart. To be ſure we do. 

Peter. Dang it, I can't ſtand that: hat no 
looking out for a good ſnug dry ditch ? 

Cart. Ofie!-—Hear me, Peter; — hen a ſenſe 
of military honour is once awakened, you'll 
as chearfully to battle as to a feaſt; and think no 
more of danger, than you do of ſaying grace !— 

Peter. Indeed ?—Rat it, if I cou'd but bring 
myſelf to think nothing of danger, I ſhou'd be no 
more afraid than the ſtouteſt of them. 


DUET. 


* (Omitted in the Repreſentation.) 
Cart. Summon'd to the angry battle, 
By the drums? alarming rattle,— 
On we ruſh Peter) O worthy comrade 
Fighting ſurely is a rum-trade ! 
J hate riot, 
Give me quiet, 
So take back this ſteel. REA 
gering his ſidi- arms.) 
Cart. Swift we march ſome town to humble! 
Round the: boiſt'rous cannon rumble 
Walls are ſapp'd with dreadful craſhing ! 
Swords engage with furious claſhing ! 


Peter. But ſhou'd frighten'd women knee], 
Tou have ſoftneſs ſure to feel? 


* 


Cart. 
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Cart. Now we creep upon the ſlumbers 
Of a camp ten- fold our numbers; 
And, tho? full enough to eat us, 
Twice as many ſhall not beat us 
Some are happy in eſcaping 
All concern of further waking : 
—Others,—panich-ſtruck take flight !— 
Peter. e. 
Lear 


® 
N * 
r . 


SCENE IT. mM; 


The Frog. of a Marquee, 3 
FiELDAIR and CAPT. FoxrsTER, 


Capt. For. The moment J landed, I ſet off 
with a full heart, to pay my reſpects to my good 
father; and as his return to the lodge was uncertaim 
I followed him here. 

Field. How will his feelings ſuſtain the 
trial and your ſiſter — 

Capt. For. Poor little Clara l—She was an 
infant when I left England, and my form and 
features may be forgotten. 

Field. From the conftancy which has marked 
her ſorrow, I ſhou'd not fo conchude :—Eyven the 
very attachment, with which I am honour'd, had 
its origin, in the regard ſhe bore me as your friend. 

Capt. For. And my father, you ſay, retains a 
tolerable portion of health ? 

Field. He does, conſidering the ſhock occaſi- 
oned by the advices of your death: — It was by 
more than a common exertion of fortitude that 


he was enabled to ſtruggle againſt the — 
2 or, 
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Capt. For. To your prudent agency, I commir 
the taſk of revealing, that the ſon«ſo lamented, 
tho' long buried in the dungeons of the Eaſtern 
1yrant, yet cxiſts. 

Field. A priſon, in cloſe alliance with a tomb, 
might well excite our tertors: — twas under thoſe 
impreſſions, ' that I, and others who ſerved with 
us in India, believed the reports of your death. 

Capt. For. Thoſe rumours were ſpread to check 
the efforts, which our friends might elſe make, 
to procure the releaſe of the Engliſh captives. 

Field. What was the barbarian's motive, for 
ſuch conduct? i | 
Capt. For. A hope of ſecuring to himſelf the 

benefit of our military ſkill. - , 

Fi.:eld. O, how much is that cruel deſtiny to be 
regreted, by which you have been fo long kept 
an exile from your native land. 

Capt. For. A land, which the cheriſhing af- 
fections of kindred, taught me to love, ſince the 
earlieſt dawn of ſenſibility. From that ſource of 
fervcr, every eye ſparkled with pleaſure, when 
the Engliſh cliffs appeared in ſight, 

Field. I felt as much :—the very heaving 
of the lead, when we arrived in ſoundings, ani- 
mated the crew :—and tho' bred in the camp. 
Vil aſſiſt the deſcription by a Seaman's Song, 
—SEA-BALLAD. 
For England, when, with fav'ring gale, 
Our gallant ſhip up channel ſteer'd, — 

And ſcudding under eaſy fail, 

The high blue weſtern land appear'd: 
To heave the lead the feaman ſprung, 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung, — 


« By the deep — Nine * = 
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H. 
And bearing up, to gain the port, 
Some well-known object kept in view; 
An abbey-tow'r,—an harbour - fort. 

Or beacon to the veſſel true: 
While oft the lead the ſeaman flung, 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung,— 

« By the mark——Seven!” 
| 11 
And, as the much-lov'd ſhore we near 
With tranſport we beheld the roof. 
Where dwelt the friend, or partner dear, 
Of faith and love a matchleſs proof, 
The lead once more the ſeaman flung, 
And to the watchful pilot ſung— 
« Quarterleſs Five!“ 


Capt. For. But our meſſenger loiters — 
Sir Gregory is by this time returned? NY 
Field. Somebody approaches 


Enter IN GREGOR Y. 


Sir Greg. Rat it, dont tell me; I cou'd run 
down Eclipſe, in ſuch a cauſe Which is ?— 
which is my boy? or is it a miſtake? _ 

Field. Sir, be temperate— 

Sir Greg. The fellow, who led the way hither, 
I fear has deceived me:—he told me he camefrom 
_—_ in the ſervice of my ſon :—can it be poſſi» 

le ?— 
Capt. For. My dear father it is.— 

Sir Greg. You are my ſon then ?—my eyes 
have not the power of difternment. 


Capt. Fer. I am, fir, 


* 


Ir 


* 
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Sir Greg, Heavens and earth !—Tell me how 
this happens:—no letters ever came from you— 

Capt. For. Every channel of communication, 
was rigidly cut off, 

Sir Greg. Your poor ſiſter in her flurry of 
ſpirits, fainted twice on her way hither: I know 
not in whoſe protection I left her ! 

Field. My Clara !—Let me haſten to her re- 
lief! [Exit. 

Sir Greg. All accounts, my dear child, from 
our friends in India, ſtated that you had died in 
captivity :—a victim to the climate and hard 
uſage. 

Capt. For: Ezety myſtery ſhall be explained :— 
In a tempeſt let us truſt to that Pow ER, which 
rules the ſtorm. 

« Sir Greg. But you were in bondage? 

Capt. For. I was and owe my liberty to the 
victorious leader of the Britiſh army in India :— 
* of bis troops was my ranſom, and 

en they ſtormed Seringapatam, they reſcued 
me from a dungeon! 


Sir Greg. Ha \—Here comes Clara 
.; 


Enter Clan A, Supported by F ieldair and Suſan. 
This my dear is your poor brother. 
Clara. My heart overflows my brother N 
and my rang Fieldair, the herald of this felicity ! 
Gir Greg. Hey-dey, ſome diſguiſes ſeem to be 
thrown ol * let me take your friend by the 
hand,. — Captain Fieldair, I am glad to ſce you. 
Suſan. After all—who knows but things may 
take the right turn! (aſide) 
Sir Greg. Ah, Fieldair, | xecolteR at our laſt 
interview, your purpoſe . was not to reſtore, but 
deprive me of a child I- and we didn't happen to 


agree, 
Field. 
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Field. If I had preſumption— I have been 
puniſhed. | 

Capt. For. I have heard ſome circumſtances 
and am fo far intereſted, that I muſt enquire, whe- 
ther Clara ſtarced any of the difficulties ? 

Sir Greg. O no, to do her juſtice, ſhe ſeem'd 
to approve all the Captain propoſed. 

Suſan. What a fol is here In caſes of ex- 
tremity one's own conſent, in my mind, is all 
that is neceſſary, (aide) 47 

Sir Greg, But hold, hold, —we have a ſuitor 
to whom I ſtand committed. —Clara, was that 
Oddity, we have juſt left behind, really the famous 
traveller of our family ? 

Clara, He was indeed, fir. . 

Sir Greg. Well—well, tho' he's gone, he has 
left the eſtate behind—and the explanation of the 
miſtakes, will reach him, before any more of the 
rents. Na 
» Clara. And, however deluſive appearances 
might have been, | ſuſpect they were owing tothe 
invention of Captain Fieldair's ſervant. 

Field. Here the rogue comes, who in his 
zeal for me, I dare ſay, has been extravagant 
enough. : 

. Suſan. O dear fir, look at our Peter 


Enter CAR TRI DOE and PETER, 


Sir Greg. Egad 'tis Peter ſure enough, 
enough !—ah graceleſs, where have you been 
hiding ?—what, raſcal, are you turn'd ſoldier? _ 

Cart. Sir Gregory here !—He'll burſt upon 
me like a bomb ſhell! (aide) 

Peter. Why, Sir Gregory, nobody ought not 
to blame a young youth for bettering himſelf. 

; Field. 
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Field. Cartridge, I'm afraid you have been 
tog buſy. | Wt 
Cart. I always halt, your honour, when the 
word is given. ; ft. 

Sir Greg. Ah !—what my faithful ſteward and 
manager of my property. 

Cart. A hem to the right !—wheel !— 

Sir Greg. Well, well, as matters ſtand, the 
hopes 1 had formed of ſucceſſors to keep alive 


our name ſhall be transferred to you George. 
© (adareffing bis ſon) - But Clara, will Fieldair take 


you ?—vaſtly unanimous indeed! 
T [Fieldair and Clara embracing. 
Capt. For. May you both be happy! 
Suſan. How have I pray'd for this to come to 
als ! | 

a Cart. I have done more, I have plotted. 

Sr Greg. Have you ?—then I believe I may 
as well publiſh a genera] pardon. 

Field. You muſt all partake of foldiers' fare 
to day, and dine in my tent. 

Suſan. and let us have a dance ma'am. 

Sir Greg. Agreed ;—and my firſt toaſt ſhall 


be, — may that union of ſpirit, by which England 


has been lifted to its ſuperior height, for ever en- 
dure, and eſtabliſh her pre- eminence to the end 


of time. 


* 


FINALE. 


* 
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FINAL E 


1. 
The hour with diſaſter and ſorrow o'ercaſt, 

Not a minute, beyond its fixt limit can laſt : 
Then why waſte a ſecond in ſteril regret, | 
rite wine, ade nde Jews | 
The ſonnet, and beauty's fol ler: | 
And reſtore him again to his prime. 

| 55 


AE ot is the Aa 
And wear on their foreheads the myrtles of Love; 


And when old-age approaches, give proof while they fing, 
That the laſt month in winter is neareſt to ſpring ! 
CHORUS. 
With the pipe of the paſtoral ſain, 
Be united the fife's ſhriller ſtrain : 
And may Peace in our Iſle fix her throne, 
And no more by her piniens be known! 


